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" Look, Kotikokura," Catapha said, offering me the spy-
glasses, " There are the two Americans, Bassermann * and
Lowell, talking to Father Ambrose. They are pointing to
our plane, I am certain that Bassermann persists in thinking
that I am a clever charlatan, that Lowell tries to discover a
mystic significance, and that the good Prior is quite convinced
that I am the Wandering Jew of the legend, the anti-Christ
of the prophecy/*

I grinned.

" Prejudice is an adamantine wall and truth is a bird with
a glass beak breaking against it, Kotikokura."

We described a few circles, then, protected by a screen of
smoke, we plunged straight toward the Citadel of the Newest
Idea.